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My words would bandie her to my fweet Loue, 

And his to me, but old Mkcs^many faine as they were dead^ 
jVnweildie, flow,heauie, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurfe. 

O God fhe comes, O honey Nurfe what newes ? 

Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man away. 

Nur ■ r Peter flay ac the g ate. 

l». Now good fweet Nurfe, O Lord, why look’ft thou fad } 
Though newes, be fad, yet tell them merrily. 

If good thou fham’ft the Mufick of fweet newes. 

By playing it to me, with fo fower a face. 

Nur. I am a weary, giue me lcaue a while, 

Fye how my bones ake, what a iaunt haue I had ? 

lu. I would thou hadft my bones, and 1 thy newese 
Nay come, I pray thee fpeake, good,good Nurfe fpeake. 

'Nur. Iefti what haft, can you not Hay a while ? 

Doe you act fee that I am j?ut of breath ? 

lu. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breath 
To fay to me, that thou art out of breath ? 

The excufe that thou do’ft make in this delay. 

Is longer then the Talc thou do’ft excufe. 

Is thy newes good or bad ? anfwerc to that. 

Say cither and lie flay thccircumftance: 

Let me be fatisfied, ift good or bad ? 

Nur. Well, you haue made a fimple choice , you know not 
how to choofe a man : Romeo, no not he, though his face be bet# 
ter then any mans, yet his legge excels all mens, and for a hand 
and a foot and body , though they bee not to beetalkt on, y« 
they are paft compare he is not the flower of cuncfie , but lie 
warrant hima3 gentle as a Lambe : goc thy wayes Wencn, 
ferueGod. What haue you dinde at home ? 

Iu. No, no, but all this did I know before 
What fayes he of our Marriage, what of that? 

Lord, how my head akes, what a head haue It 
Icbeates as it would fall in twentiepieces. 

My backc a tocher fide, a my backe, mybacke: 

Befhrew your heart for fending me about To 





To dtch my death with iauming vp and downe* 
lu. Ifaith I am forry that thou art not well. 

Sweet, fweet, fweet Nurfe, tell me what fayes nay Loue ? 

Nur. Your Loue fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a curteous, and a kind, and a handforoe. 

And I warrant a vertuous, where is your mother ? 

In. Where is my mother, why, fhee is within, where CbouhS 
fhe bee? 

How odly thou replyeft ; 

Your Loue fayes like ar< honeft Gemlcmano 
Where is your Mother ? 

Nur. O Gods Lady deare. 

Are you fo hot, marry come vp I trow. 

Is this the poultis for my aking bones : 

Hencc-forward doe your Mcflagcs your felfe. 
lu. Here s fuch a coyle, come what fayes Romeo ? 

Nur. Haue you got leauc to goc to fluift to day ? 

Ju. lhaue. 1 

^, Nur ' a Then high you hence to Fryer Lwrenee Cell, 

There liayes a Husband to make you a Wife: 

Now comes the wanton bloud vp in yourchcekes 
They lc be in Scarlet ftraighc at any newes ; 

Hie you to Church, I muff another way, 

7° * ct t ch ? Ladder b y th c which your Loue 

Muft chmbc a Birds.neaft foone when it is darke ' ' 

lam theDrudge, and toylcinyour delight • 

But you ft,ll bcc.hu bi.hu, ffooouZU,. 

Goe He to dinner, hye you to the Cell. 8 

‘ Hje to hi S h fortune, honeft Nurfe farewell. 

Tri SnT •! aH ^OmsO. ****• 
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